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IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN,

With hesvy head bent on the yielding hand,
And half-flashed cheek,bathed in & foverish
light,
With restless lips, and most unquiet eyes,
A maiden sits, and looks out on the night.
The darkness presses close sgainst the pane,
And silence lieth on the slm tree old,
Through whose wide branches steals the
white-faced moon,

In fitfal gleams, as though "twere bold.
{8he hears the wind upon the casement fall,
And lifts her head as if to listen thers;

Then wearily she taps sgaiust he pane,
Or folds more close the ripplesof her hair.
Shesings unto herself an idle strain,
~ And threugh its musio all her thoughts are
seen,
For all the burden ef the song she sings
Is, «O, my Godl it might have been!” "

Alasl that words like these ahould bave the
power

To orush the roses of her early youth

That on her altar of remembrance sleeps

Soms hope,dismantled of its love and truth,

That 'mid the shadows of her memory lies

Bome grave, moss-covered, where she loves

to lean,
And sadly sing unto the form therein,
“It might have been, O Godl It might
have been!™
We all bave in our hearts hidden place,
Soms secrst chamber where a cold corpse
lies;

The drapery of whose conc we dress anew

Each day beneath the pale glare of its
eyes,

Wae go from its still presence to the sun,

To seek the psthways where it onoe was
seen,

And strive to still Lthe throbbing of our hearts

With this wild ary, “O, Godl Itmight have
been!”

We mourn in seoret o'er soms bauried love
In the far past, whence love does not re.

tarng
And strive to find among its ashes gray
- Bome lingering spark that yet may live and
bura.
And when we pee the vainness of ounr task,
We fles away far from the hopeless scene,
‘And folding close theigarments of our hearta,
Cry to the winds, <0, God! It might have
| been!® . ¥

Where'er we gu, in sunlight or in shade,
We mourn some jewel which the Heart has
missed;
Some brow we tonched in days long since
gone by,
- Bome lip whose freshness and first dew we
kissed.

| We shut out from our eyes the happy light

Of sunbeams dancing on the hillside green;
And like the maiden, ope them In the night,
Aund ory, like her, %O, God! It might have

beenl”
Wi Il;hi aoipt
We are often asked, “What is gossip?”
We snswer, ina :}unl way, m‘:h
talking of persons rather than of things.
Nothing shows the paucity of ideas more
than this talking about the affaire of your

ighbor. It is only malicious people
:‘ i ninst:mn&l; ltlil Barro 'P:;:ﬁ.
orant people, stupid people.

Pu'l::l: of MMmd'h igence are
not 50 bard run for topios of conversa-

“{tion. They can wusually find something

to sgy about art, literature, (ashion, or
y. The moment' geople begin to
talk of their neighbors—of persous rath-
er than :f i Ao fm;
generate into scandal; for where one
speaks of the virtues of an acquaintance,
a dozen
| camings.

* Ireal oulture; or what we consider to be

such, st Jedst, A cultivated persom, in
the bighest sense of the term,is not mere-
Ty obe who cant talk of books, piotures,
#8d other elevated subjects of bumsn in-

| oroughly cultivatdd, the

women who, without adaeation, yet bav-
ing beev borm amiable, aré pever guilty
. Aptn‘ we se0 uu&m m;
M' om education mﬂh
gkl o .s..s:“m"““‘f-'--"'f-;...‘.?%'.a.i;
e+ Ar 'Iym hn'r.t

the regions of
is always Sllesens ’l‘:;dm-dvi;i:;
‘homely old & B
_ w 'Vm(_hi:' of us

EECia

g B Very

we

fow of us know our own motives, and to
venture on a neighbor's mo-
tives is always im and often a

real erime.
Luoxy Days.—In the Rhymes snd

¢| Proverbs we find these lings on wedding

days: .
Monday for health,
Tuesday for wealth,
Wednesday the best day of all;
“Thursday for orosses, -
Fridey for losses,
And Saturday pe luek at all.

The locomotive now russ on the Pa-
cifio Railroad to a ?outfau hundred snd
fifty miles west of 8t. Louis, snd the
traok is being laid ot the rste of a mile
every day.

o |

s_mhu on hisor short-| o
-And this brings us to speak of

SOmetimes we seo;
¥y

per-|could spare.

THE RECOVERED LETTERS.

BY AMY RANDOLPH.

Three days before the wedding! and
Rachel Piercy was koneeling before her
boudoir, where a blood-red banner of lu-
rid sunset light flared and trembled
among the seattered flowers and jewels,
and tiny cut-glass perfume stands that or-
namented ber dressing-bureau; kneeling,
but pot in the quiet, peaceful attitude of
prager. No, the beautiful scarlet lip,
compressed by cruel white teeth—the
haods pressed tightly across the forehead
—the oheek white as the pallid marble of
some fair monumental statue—all told a
fat differeat tale than that of & maiden's
innocent prayer.

8he was very beautiful, and dark with
the rich erimson of Jewish blood glowing
in her veins, although that Hebrew an-
cestry had long since been merged in the
past. Dark, with velvet-red cheeks and
glorious liquid eyes floating beneath
heavy-fringed lashes, while the luxuriant
black hair, brushed away from her pure
cream-tinted forehead, fell in seft massy
curls,shot with purplish shadows. Rachel
was a8 beautiful es Queen Esther might
have been; but how willingly would she
have exchanged all that beauty for a lit-
tle peace?

“Whatshall T do?" she murmured,look-
ing vaguely out across the sylvan besuty
of the quiet park, all flooded in eveyiog
splendors, “0, mereiful beaven, whatis
there left for me to dof To think that
this blow should fall -on me, at this me-
ment of all others, just when the cyp of
fortupne and happiness was so close to my
lips! Itis too hard—too hard!”

Bhe uttered a low, bitter groan, as her
eyes fell on a crumpled,. dirty half sheet
of paper that lay on the floor beside her,
evideatly a note,

My darling Rachie,” it read, “don’t
let your surprize_and pleasure at agaio
hearing frem me—and 20 unexpectedly
too—quite overpower you. Meet me to-
night, at seven, at the weeping birch tree,
on the edge of the Lake Woods. If [
do not see you, punctual to the moment,
I shall take prempt measures to cultivate
the scquaintance of the gentleman whom
you are about to make happy. Adieu,

ma petite. :

ours, deyotedly, while the cash lasts.

MarcoLx.

“There is no help for it,” ste moaned
to herself, ‘“While he retains possession
of those letters, I am as completely his
slave as if my golden bracelet were linked
fettors of iron. If Herbert knew all, he
would be the last one to judge me harshly
for the mad, sohool-girl infatuatien that
bas placed me so cruelly in Maleolm
Wayne’s power. Baut he cannot know all
—and the letters I wrote when hardly
more tham a child bear oruel evidence
agsinst me. Nol there is no help for it.
I must try'what a last appeal will do!”
And Rachel Piercy shrouded her rich
dress of glimmering purple silk, shot with
golden gleams, in a sombre black mautle,
and stole down through the over-hanging
shadows of twilight, to the weeping birch
tree, on the outermost verge of the woods,
to meet the hard and merciiess man whe
held her fate in his bands,
He was there before her, pacing u
and down the smooth green sward, an
glaveing ever and anon shrewdly at his
wateh; a tall, stylish-Jooking man, with
biune eyes, fair wavy hair, and aquiline
features, while there was a something
worn and Ulase in his whole appearance
that can scarcely be desoribed. He nod.
ded his head, with an intensely disagree-
able smilejas Rachel swept down the nar-

row path, her liquid black eyes full of
troubled light, and angry roses burning
on her cheeks.

~ “You havn't grown at all ugly, my
dear Rachie,” he said. in a light, moek-
ing tone, as he bowed a ceremonious
greeting. “Upon my word, you do the
reatest eredit to Mr. Herbert Montpen-
sier’s choicel”

“I did not come here to listen to this
strain of idle compliment,” said Rachel,
coldly. “Why did you send for me?”

“To get money, Rachel, of course since
!i? 'ifl.iuiat on coming direetly to bu-

ess.”

"gw n:’ﬂ?" she demanded, bri::y.
“Weil-—just st present—say two thou-
sand dollare.”

o) | rn not got it to give you ™ shean-

with desperate calmnese. “I have

already given Eoi more, far more, than I

ow many hundreds have
you taken from me before this?”

He drew a coaple of faded, time-worn
lettere from his pooket, and deliberately
uufav}dd them, e : o

- well—lotit as ense,

ercy. Then mr:u the
leasure of a personal interview with Mr.
ontpensior, at whose maosion you are
resent such’an honored guest. He
' j;i’ g that's .-.;f“l";’» br
soyihing. ap : Jour
‘uttered s low, sobbing ery.
| “Give me the letters, Maleolm—give
them to me. Have you no merey? no
compassion?”
“Don't kvow what the words mesn,”
calmly vetorted Mr. Wayne. “I know
what means, aod that is the extent
of my knowledge, as far as you are con-
cerned, Rachel, my dear. * You would not
marry me; you turned up your pretty
nose at'my manifold merits, and flung me
away, 8 broken plaything—a useless toy.
Now, my royal Queen of Hearts, I have
itio my power to settle up various little
accounts.” :
“OF course I wonld pot marry you
when I learned that you were a villsin,”
returned Rachel, haughtily.
“Complimentary, my dear,” nodded

but had previously written me some very
retty letters, which I have no donbt Mr.
glontpensier will fully appreciate.”

She fell on her knees,this proud haugh-
ty young thing, with imploring eyes and
clasped hands:

“Malcolm, as you hope for mercy here
and hereafter, return.those Jetters to me.
On my knees I ask it of you!'

He shook his héad with asneering, ex-
ultant langh.

“Gracefal, Rachel, and dramatie, but
ineffective. No; these letters you do not
havel!”

She rose again, cold and pale: “Then
do your worst!"

“Exactly; I shall proceed to an inter-
view with Mr. Montpensier—"

“He is not at homel!" .

“Not just now, but he Will be. In the
meantime [ shall go back to my inn—I
believe there’s a short ocut through the
woods, across that very picturesque little
river—and smoke a quigt segar while I
marshal my forees into full line of battlel
Bon soir! Rachie; pleasant dreams to
you."

He raised his hat jauatily from his
light curls,and disappeared into the woods
where the fire-flies were glowing through
the purple dusk, and the full moon,round
and beautiful as a shield of quivering
fire, lﬁi rising behind the tree tops.

It was nearly an hour afterwards, snd
Rachel Piercy was still sitting on the
traok of the grarled, weeping birch-tree,
when a tender band fell on hers,
“Herberfl” |

“Then it is yourself, Rachel, and no
wraith? My dearest, what are you doing
bere?" :

“1 have been walking," said Rachel,
with a guilty tinge on her cheeks.
“Walkiog! and alone? Bat that re-
minds me, Rachel, to warn you against
crossing the bridge over the river in your
various wanderings. Yesterday's violent
storm washed away the supports, the
boards are all displaced, and for & day or
two it will be quite impassable. My love,
how pale youn arel”

“Pale, am I? Nay, Herbert, it is
:mthiug more than the effect of the moon.
ight.” g

“Thén the moonlight is a very capri-
cious artist,for you are rosy enough now,’
laughed Montpensier. “Shall we return
to the house now? My mother will won-
der what has become of us. Are you not|
surprised to see me here to-night, iostead
of to-morrow morning?” :
He had to repeat the “question twite
before Rachel seemed to comprehend the
meaning; and even then her answer was
vague-and wide of the poiat.

“She has over-tired meif. my poor
littls Rachel,” thought Herbert Mont-
pensier, “I must not let her take such
long walks in the fature.”

If he could have known the wild; tri
umphant throbbing of her heart, the ex-
]t;ltl'nl hope that was springing up within

er

He was to cross the bridge,she thought;
he was to cross it in the dusk and shadow!
“I sce the end of my long trials near at
hancl"

All that evening Rachel's laugh was
sweetest and most musical—her eye bright
and her cheeks flushed with faverish
bloom. And when,towards midoight,she
retired to her roow, Mrs. Montpensier
turned to her sen and exclaimed, admi-
ringly:

““How beautifal she isl”

Miss Piercy's maid wae sitting, half-
ssleep, by the shaded lamp as her mis-
tress entered; ghe started up at the elick
of the latch. a0

“You need not sit up any longer, Ma-
son,” said the young lady, pleasantly —
“L have letters to write, .nf when they
;r:_ﬁ:?ished-, I will brush over my own

it «

“Thank Miss,” said the slee
h&nd-midamary ha,utily, and nmf.{
Piercy was left alone.

Baut she vever opened her inlaid wri-
ting desk. For nearly an hour she satin
silence, waiting for every sound to die out
within the house. Thon, when all was
bushed and still, she rose, and shrouding
her silk draperies once more in the dark
folds of the black cloak, she stols®own
stairs and out a garden door, as noiseless-
ly and light as a floating vapor.

- The full moon still rode high in the
dark heavens, and the pathway
down to the woods was nearly as light as
day. In the copse, bowever,it was much
darker, except where the white radiance
fliokered down through moving. leaves
and densely foliated branohes,
ling and dripping with dew,
kept on, until the silver gleam of the
river .flashed between the tree trunks—
kept on until she stood close to the
treacherous bridge.

It was as she bad thought. One or
two boards had fallen from the flooring——
the reil was gone. And leaning over the

white, ghastly gleam of something far
below, which was neitber white roox, nor
group of water flowers!

A narrow foot-path wound down the
abrupt declinty—Rachel hurried over
the wet grass and sharp stones, heedless
of her trailing dress and kid slippers, un-
til she reached the very shore of the river.

She was prepared for the glmtl{:lght;
she had known what she was to behold;
yet a chill of icy horror seemed to P
ber heart as Maleolm Wayoe's dead face
stared up into hers, white and rigid as if
carved in stone!l He bad been immedi-
ately killed by the fall; she knew it by
the way his arm was doubled up under
him,and the cruel rocks against which his
bead had fallen,

With a hand that quivered like the
trembling aspen leaves, Rachel stooped
and drew the fatal letters from his breast
pocket, where she had seen them placed

the evening before.

Wayne. “No, you wouldn't ‘marry me,

“] am not robbing the dead—-I am but

o o

steep hank, Rachel’s eager eye canght the ¥

recovering my own,'’ she repeated shud-
deringly to herself, as with one last look
at the evil, handsome face that had once
been so dear to her—a face where the
steer seemed yet to linger in its rigidity
—she flitted away, with the letters clasp-
ed close to her heart! *

The light burned quietly beneath its
shade as she once meore entered her room,
She walked straight to the lamp, remoy-
ed its globe, and held the yellow letiers
above the white spire of flame~-held them
until the last burniog fragment ‘scorched
her lovely, slender fiogers. Aud thes,
when all that was left of them was a few
feathery tufts of ashes Rachel threw her-
self on the sofa with a wild burst of sobs
and tears—the first tears she had shed
for weeks.

“Freel free ot last!” she wailed, with
her face buried in the pillows, and her
heart throbbing with inexpressible thank-
falness.

She was very pale the next morning,
when they told her at the breakfast table
of the dreadful fate that had overtaken
some unknown traveler, who had unwari-
Iy undertaken to eross the dangerous
bridge.

“Is it not dreadful?” said Mra. Mont.
pensier.

“Yes, itis,"” said Herbert; “but I am
sorry you told her mother; I don't want
the least shadow te cloud my Rachel's
face the day before our wedding.”

But Rachel looked at him with a dewy
sparkle in her eyes, that snswered the
happiness in his own heart, a sufficient
guarantée that the coming day would be
:!:tra brightest and the happiest of all ber
11e.
The cloud had passed awsy, and Ra-
ohel’s sky was clear agaia.
-
Striking out the word “White” in
Ohio.
Less than ten years ago, a gentleman,
who afterward became pretty well known,
had his attention called to the subject
which is now being agitated before the
people of Ohio, whether they will strike
the word “white” out of their Constitu-
tion, and admit the negro to eatire po-
litical and social equality with thémselves.
This gentleman being thus interrogated,
and being the candidate then of a great
arty, whose views it was important to
earn, made the following respoose:

“While I wasin the hotel to-day, sn
elderly gentleman called upon me to know
if I waa really in favor of producing a
perfect equality between the mnegroes
and the white people. I will say, then,
that I am not, nor never have been in
[ fayor of making voters or jarors of pe-
groes, nor of qualifying them to hold of-
fice, nor to intermarry with white people;’
and I will say in addition to this, that
there is s physical difference between the
black and white races, which 1 believe
will forever prohibit the two races from
ever living on terms of social and pelit-
toal equality, And inssmuch as they
can net 50 live, while they do remain to-
gether there must be the position of su-
perior and iuferior, and 1,98 much as any
other man, am in favor of having the
superior position assigned to the white
race,” d :

Our Radical friends and fellow-eitizens
are probably of the opinion that these
sentiments were enunciated by some pro-
slavery “Copperhead Demoerat.” In
this they are slightly mistaken, The
gentleman whom we have quoted was no
other than that late lamented Radical
Saint, Abraham Lincoln, who expressed
them in a debate he had with the Hon
Stephen A Douglas, then his opponent
for the United States Senate. The re-
marks were made at Charleston, Illinois,
Se%t:m'bar 28, 1858,

that was good Rarublienn dootriné then,
why is it not now _

-

The “Cool of the Evening.”

Bydoey Smith was complaining of a
gentleman, who, slthough many years
his junior, was in the habit of addressing
bim by his 'Christain name, a privilege,
which, as Sydoey Bmith remarked; he
only allowed his most intimate friends.
Shortly after, the gentleman in question
entered the room, and familiarly address-
od Smith as “Sydaey,” inquired how he
dlo_nght of og the day. “For my
EI:,' he added, ‘‘the Archbishop of

terbury, (the then Dr. Howley), has
often invited me to him & visit ot
Addington Park, and 1 think shall ride
flowg and retura in the eocl of the even-
g&l&"mﬂrsiﬁ "ltl;u let me
: ua of advice; I know some-
thin ’:f ﬁmhbiahop; he is & ver
excellontman, but rather proud; dou't
eall him Williem, he might not like it.”

A roar of Jsughter followed this eig-
nificant speech,and as the discomfitted
outh left the room, Bydney Smith turn-

ed around snd y remarked, I thiok
I bave settled ‘o00l of the evening’
at last.”
- -
Kerosene.

The following should be published at
least once a week:

“Maoy persons who use kerosene or
coal oil ps are in the babit, when go-
ing to bed or leaving the room for a time,
of turning the wick down low in order
to save a trifle of the consumption of oil.
The oconsequence is that the air of the
room soon becomes vitiated by the un-
consumed o1l vapors of the gas produced
by combustion, and also by the minute
particles of smoke and soot which are
thrown off.  Air thus poisoned is deadly
in its effects,and the wonder is that more
persons are not immediately and faally
injured by breathing it. lrritation and
inflammation of the threat sad lungs,
headache, disziness and nauses are among
its effeots.”

e question we desire to ask is, if|

|tween you, and will natarally side with

_=_L = - -
A YOUNG LADYS SOLILOQUY.

Uselessly, aimlessly drifting throtigh life,
What was I born for? «Somebody's wife,”

true,

“Somebody” keeps himsel! strangely from

view; =

And if naught but ‘martizge will settle my
fate, :

[ believe I shall die in an unsettled state;

For though I'm mot ugly—prsy what womaa
ish—

You might easily find s more beantiful phis;

And then, as for temper.and manmers, "tis

plain, : £

He who seeks for perfection will seek here in
vain; Y

Nay,in spite of thess deawbacks) iny heart I
perverse, o '

And I should not feel grateful for better or
worse,” -

To take the first booby that graciously came

And offered those treastireshiis home and hig
‘name.

I think, then, my chances of marriage are
emall,

But why should I think of such chances at
allt ‘

My brothers are, all of them, yonnger thanI;
Yot they thrive in the world, and why not let
me try! ‘

I know that in business I'm not an adept,
Because from such matters most strictly I'm
kept.

But—this is the question that pussies my
mind—

Why am I not trained up to.work of some
kind?

Uselessly, aimlessly, drifting through life,
Why should I wait to be “somebody's wife!™

Song of a Fashionable Gal,

Oh! bury me deep, with my waterfall on,

And my bonnet so tiny and gay;

Then wrap all my fashionable gewgaws
around

This form when it turneth to clay.

For 1 would sstonish, long centuries hence,
The learned explorers of tombs;

1 would rival the mommy in interest when
Bome future L. Agasaiz comes

To explain to the wondering children of Then

The pussling marvels of Now;
Oh! I'll bother their old heads with what's on

my own,
If they ever should fiad me,I vow!
o s

The Evening-béfore Weddaing:

“I'll tell you,” continued her amat to
Louiss, “two things which I have fully
proved. The first will go far toward
preventing  the ‘posibility "of any
discord after marriage; the second is the
best and surest preservation of feminine
character."”

“Tell me,” said Louisa anxiously.

“The first is thizx Dewand of your
bridegroom, as soon us the marriage cere-
mony is over, & solemn vow and promise
yourself never even in jest, to dispute or
express any disagreement, I tell you
never—for what begios in mere banter-
ing will lead to_serious earmest, Avoid
expressing any irritation at one another's
words. Mutusl forbearance is the ome
great seoret of domestic happivesa. If
you bave srred confess it freely, even if
confession oosts you some tears. Further
promise faithfully and solemaly, never,
upon any pretext or exause, to have ng
seerets or any concealments from easc
other, but to keep your private affairs
from father, mother, sister, brother, and
the world. Let them be known only to
each other and your God, Kemember
that any third person admitted into Jou
confidence becomes a party to stand be-

one or the other. Promise to avoid this
and renew the vow upon every tempta
tion. It will preserve that perfect con
fidence, that union, which will indeed
make you asone. 0, if the newly-mar-
ried wonld but practics this spriag of
connubial peace, how many unions woeld
I; happy which are now miserablel"—

Somermm@ NEw.—A neighbor of
mive had a very rough oeller bottom,and
did oot want to go to the expense of the
cement 80 he took his ashes and
mixed it with water, to the ordinary thick
ness of mortar. It doss mot matter how
many lumps or stones there are, Put it
on about four inches thick; let it lie
sbott twenty-four bours, then stamp it
with & heavy block of wood three or four
times a day, until it is perfectly hard.—
It is better than cement as it will not
crack or seale off. —Admerican Farmer,

Curz yor THE Brre or A Map Doo.
~ A wniter in the Nationsl Intelligencer
says: “ ‘Piriu of hartshorn is a eertain
remedy for the bite of s mad dog, The
wound should be batbed constantly with
it, and three or four doses, dilated, taken
iowardly during the day. The bartshorn
decomposes chemically the virus insinua-
ted into the wound, snd immediately al-
ters and destroys its deleteriousness,”—
The gentleman who left this receipt with
us vouches for its efficacy.— Indianapolis
Journal. .

A yonung lady engaged to be married,
and getting sick of the bargain, applied
to a ‘riend to help her to uotie the knot
before it was to late. “Ob, certainly,”
he replied, “'it’s very easy to untia it now
while it's a bean.”

It ie said that in New Jersey there are
about one thonmssnd eight hundred acves
of land devated to the cultivation of the
crapberry, and valued at nearly a willion
and ah&‘ of dailars. A large prop«r ion

e — e — — — W . e A S e .

'on.our dominions.. ..

|foot, and carrying a féather bed. twenty

i
B e S —

Iam told by my mother. Well, that belng | °10Ire8

etll lios in Chatbam L His
editorials lnﬂl;hzn e
People who brood over their m'E
are usually suscessful ia hatohing & ame
merous fawmily, . Hhee =y
During the war, Gen. Forrest bed
twenty-eight horses killed outright wgu.
der him withoutcounsing those wonaded..
rope iniply (166, in thvoest’ oF wh' B
ropean war, Adstria will bé fognd &p-
posed to Prussis, i e

have felt it incumbent formerally to con-
demn the system to bribery: which, has'

been so. prevaleat m“m

eléctions,

False ears of flesh color—india rdbber.
—~have been invented for the use of la-
dies with large ears eyare used in
front ot the real ears, which are dratm’
baek and concealed under the hair.

The acquisition of Russian-Ameries
gives the United States four hours and,
thirty-nine minutes more sunlight than
it had before—though the sun still sets,

. et S
A horsg-race is sunounpedin Cabs,
distance to'b?'!‘p' “hundred ;mk.' 'ﬂ
the amout to be rus for five hundred
gold ounces each, or 88500 in gold,
making a stake of $17,000 in gold.

i6r posts and placing his artillery on a
war footing. It is expected that the
Reserves of 1866 will be called on the
st of May. Prussia is just as aotive as
the Emperor. _

The namber of Bmigrants that have
srrived at New York from the beginning
of the year.down to Awril 17, is 33,129,
as compared with 43,303 duriog the same
period of 1886, G
- Sweden, according to 1 census jua® tae
ken, has a population of 4,114.141. The
annual rate of inerease ﬁ:MﬂL over
one per cent. per andum-~a rite
than that of a_:gl_nt_l.‘ =
The Atlsn 200 ; to the
London Daily News, mmiﬁlﬂ
more messages than ever, The daily
number is constantly igoreat and the
receipts mow average $5,760 in gold a

7 d" 3 yd ”
That Wicked Home Jonrnul says false
lips, made of pink india rubber, which

are attached to thin lips in » mwaaner
‘which defies detection, snd which give a
pretty podtity sppesranoyte .

are much worn by Ew ‘York, ladiea. .

A young man out west was intrusted
with the money to bring his father home
a good femily-séwing machine. He car-
ried off & neighbor's daughter to Chieago

married her, and brought her h 8-
¢laring she was tlu‘gm huﬂm;
machine heeould proeare. U -
A young lady riding in the réarearof
a long train remarked to her companion
that the train seemed to move wﬂ.n-
ly; and & moment afler added, with al-
most Partingtonian ubeduscionsness.—
“But perhaps it is becanse we are in the
last “t_r. i i S EP LY 29
Alady uuder great afffiotion, -which
she did not bear in a very 'asgelio way,
once taid to her friend: . . ., .o ;.
“Oh my dearl what should I have dous
in all this without religion?” ol
“T am sure 1datmot toll," was the did:
wer, “but you could not have done muoh
worse than you have with religion.” -,
‘Thére is now livieg in- the Soulhéast
portion of Camden, Lorsin
pepivy | Aepaer asty
red & ears of age. |
British first Iapm ‘H’;:..
neoticut, she and her parents were
ged to quit their home—she tra

.

Con.
obki-
_ on

miles the first day. .

Armd }Vu;di "lfl fond of
ing, and studied it for amusement.
?& a very good “sender.” Tn th
ueetion it will be remembered that, to'the
telegram of a California lecturé commit-
m “Whha;‘ will 1on<‘-hki; z‘d one bus-
red nighte?” Artemus immediately re-
pliui..:"B‘madj sud water,” -
“Oh, pa, Mr. Smith was here his
morning, and when ‘ma told him that'
would not be home till Iate; he s
lips were like honey, and that ha.y
he was a bee, and then he kizsed hot.
They gave me a stick of candy not i tell
any one, but I don't think they'll &e
you, you're so well acquainted with i,
A story is told of & good woman ‘Whb
visited the plaes in Now York where,
was sard chickens were katched &nd
reated withont heas. She was shomp
some drawers lined with cotton, w
the eggs are kept warm with arti

beat. Turning awa at &

ehe oxchin:.ﬁ “l! m'ﬂl“m
chickens out of eggs? Who could not
batch ohickens out.of eggs?"”

A gentleman who owned extensive os-
tates, and was s considerable pergonal
celebrity, was épending a fow days at the
residence of a nob'e family. There were
several interesting sod aocomplished
young ladies in the fawily, to whom the
bonorable wember, as ia duty bound,
chowed every attention. . Just as ho was
about to take his leave, the mobleman’s
wife Eromdad to pousalt him ina mat.
tor which she alleged was eausing her no
little distress. “It is reported,” paid the
coentess, ‘“that you ave to warry my
daughbter L———w. What shall we do?
What shall we say about, it™ “Qh,”
quietly responded the ocomsiderat

L RXN

of thic land fslacated in Ocows county.|

gertleman, “juet soy ~ha refured mel”

The Congregationalists of. ﬂngh“:

Napoleon is strengthening his froms. _
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